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he was thinking—though cawings and cuckooings had never
seemed so voluble nor the murmurings of wood-pigeons so close
to his ear—but of how he would reproach this cruel hussy, this
shameless "Venetian Post."
"Oh, the sly bitch!" he thought. "She'll meet me, will she,
by the 'scummy pond' ? I'll teach her to be the torment of a
good man! I'll Platonize her, with her sofas and her cloud-
parties! Oh, the sly bitch!''
He didn't actually run, but certainly his thoughts ran, as
he pressed forward, swinging over the Blue Bridge, along the
laurel-dark path, under the newly-budded beech-trees, till he
reached the back gate of Frome House. His thoughts ran so
fast ahead that they were circling like swallows round that
figure by the "scummy pond" long before he had even got to the
entrance of Lovers' Lane.
Few of those ten thousand moralists who crowded into
Maumbury Rings to see justice done on Mary Channing can
have experienced more excitement than that young woman's
historian when he approached the gate leading to the pond.
He was indeed so vexed with the agitation he felt that he
actually forced himself to stop for a moment to pull himself
together.
With a violent effort of his will he not only stood still, but
compelled himself to take notice of the fast-fading blackthorn
blossoms in the hedge, blossoms that had begun to assume a
reddish-brown tint before they fell, blossoms that, when they
had fallen, lay in showers, like microscopic Milky Ways, on the
rough leaves of the hedge-nettles.
"It's their stamens," he compelled himself to note, "that
give them that colour. Their actual petals stay white to the last,
which isn't true of the hawthorn. Why, there are some haw-
thorn buds! I didn't know blackthorn and hawthorn over-
lapped in their flowering. I must remember that when I make
poor Mary come along this path in her tight-fitting bodice
and dainty shoes!" If any mortal resolution has ever been
registered with what might be described as the outermost skin
of the mind it was this resolution of Dud's about the over-
lapping of the two kinds of thorn. He released himself from
his botanical observations with the rush of an arrow released
from a bent bow, and arriving at the gate leaned over it, breath-
ing hard and fast*

